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INTRODUCTION•.. 


Stainless Steel Lens began innocently enough. Some Pabst Blue Ribbon- 
swilling friends of mine asked me to take photographs of the old, abandoned 
Pabst factories in Milwaukee. Intrigued by the prospect of visiting the 
deserted compound, I trekked out to 5 th and Juneau one chilly autumn day and 
shot a series of photos that I hoped would entertain my friends. 

In addition to sparking nostalgia and longing to visit the buildings 
themselves before they're renovated into a multi-million dollar 
retail/office/condo complex, the photos I shot sparked an outpouring of 
encouraging words from people I shared them with. Emboldened by flattery 
and enabled by free time, I shot photographs everywhere I went - most of 
what’s in this zine were shot in and around my neighborhood in Milwaukee, 
but I’ve included shots from Orlando, Plorida and XTew York City as well. 

The photos are representative of two themes that seem to resound with me as 
of late - plasticity and futility, specifically the plasticity and futility 
of memory. As it becomes increasingly common that I forget what I ate for 
dinner the night before, I’ve grown more interested in how memory is and 
isn’t preserved. I hope that the work speaks for itself. 

I’m honored to include a piece written by R. John Xerxes Piche’ in this 
issue. John is the editor of the politically minded zine Uncertain Nervous 
Systems - a must read publication in these troubled, turbulent times. 

John is not only my collaborator, but is also my friend and I’d like to thank 
him for his unwavering support throughout this endeavor. I’d also like to 
thank Matthew Pucker, Mike Atherton and Rich Merwarth. 

Jen Dolan 

Stainless Steel Lens 
P.0. Box 070674 
Milwaukee, WI 53207 

24 March 2003 

John’s zine, Uncertain Nervous Systems , 
can be ordered through Love Bunni Press. 


HERETIC 


I am frightened of photography. Well, not the photographs themselves 
really, but by the action of taking pictures. Mainly because I have always 
been reluctant to add extra luggage to my daily outings, but also because 
of a morose hypersensitivity to any whiff that draws unnecessary 
attention to the world around me. 

As a result of my fear of documentation, all my association, parti¬ 
cipation or immersion into the wonderment of locations have been reduced 
to easily distorted memories or anecdotes that sound grandiose and 
fabricated. 

Soon after I met Jen Dolan, she started sending out photographs of local 
landmarks. I was immediately impressed by these photos. Their composition 
was masterful and captures a sense of transformative re-imaging of 
structure, space and location. Fixated on the robust involvement of line 
and the transience of metal inserted into stone, concrete and brick, her 
photographs spoke to the loneliness of utility and the abandonment of 
unction. Whether shooting a street corner bar no longer welcoming drunks 
or a Disney automaton in passing, her ability to disengage the faculty of 
construction from the expressed design exploded the normalcy of the 
objects captured, encouraging the viewer to examine them again with the 
distant eyes of frantic invasion. Her photographs become landscape grids, 
topographical maps of human involvement. A window sill, a chunky building 
doorway, the plastic fuzz of snowless decorations, the drop down line of 
gas meters, from a crisscrossed vision of a livable world, hauntingly 
abandoned. A landscape of buildings and objects, slouching toward ruin as 
we pass unknowingly by and through them. 

Jen records and reminds us with her powerful images that in our absences 
our homes, offices and collected flotsam whisper their own furtive nar¬ 
ratives like dust collecting in living room corners. Her photographs 
remind me why I am afraid of photography. 

- R.John Xerxes Piche 9 
Cleveland Heights. 

April 17, 2003 
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Dust Bunny Jihad 

By E. John Xerxes Piche’ 


1. 

How are we to record the ache of molded plastic, the physical agony 
of the brocks? We can hear the lament whispers by exhaust fumes, yet 
fail to transcribe it. As there are chemical engines everywhere... 

2 . 

“in the emptiness the signal still functions endlessly, a despairing 
social mechanism marching inexorably through the desert, in front of 
facades which dramatically proclaim their destiny as ruins.” 

- Henri Lefebvre, SEE17 PROM THE WI1TD0W. 


3. 

What we are forced to take for granted, gulping burned coffee out of 
lipstick smeared, dishwater mugs. Disrupted scribbles in buzzing 
neon become useful landmarks on a livable map of artificial space. 
Here, posed and staged, reproduction becomes masturbatory. 
Pornography dominates. The flotsam of images, caked with 
uninhabitable foam, shine erotic. The abandoned utility of 
structure transformed into the sexual organs of space. Boarded 
doorways to empty rooms, rock pocked second story glass, the peeling 
makeup of homemade store fronts function as the exposed flesh upon 
which skirts the abandoned flush of attractions. Drawn toward the 
naked decay, the vengeance of nomadic occupation, moved on. These 
facades artificially hold the position, long enough to hint at fluid 
participation, reminders of impossible couplings, immobile 
experience. Their stasis becomes non-productive production, a 
perfected surface, whose use is uselessness, whose sliding 
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occupation a commingling of fantasy, memory and the momentary 
momentum of lust. So we become, slouched in the instant of 
escalation, the night hawks of capitalism. 

4. 

“l!ow we are beginning to realize that the suburbs are monstrous, 
that the high rises are unlivable, and that they produce new 
generations of rebels and delinquents.” 

- Henri lefebvre, 170 SALVATION AWAY PROM THE CENTER. 


5. 

Competition of the imaginary. A gothic farmhouse, alone on the 
ghost lit plain, recurs, as a winding thread binding my most 
disturbing nightmares. A structure on an unfamiliar landscape, at 
once intimate and alien, that collects disturbances: A 
trespassing, invalid cousin, too sick to lift himself from the 
moldy couch; the escaping ex-lover, flung from the second story 
window, her perfume stuck to the pillows she accumulated; curtains 
made of dust storms, whispering behind dark frosted glass, 
disturbed by the tall man, who should have known better than to 
rent this place from absent landlords. Once the archetypal 
symbolism is quieted, what meaning is there to such a 
subconscious, dream structure? The imaginary building, at once an 
amazing location and a terrorized vista, narrates with fluid, 
adaptive use and complete non-meaning an authentic poetic 
experience. A fabric of possible use emerges, stretched between 
the brutal frame of dislocation, upon which this uncanny 
Architectural Machine glides, producing the static lines of 
disturbance, accentuating the fragile ideology, hidden in the 
subtext of concrete, livable architecture. 


p. 11 



p. 12 











p. 13 










p 


14 






p. 15 











p. 16 




p. 17 








p. 18 







p. 19 

























I 

GOO OUiSS AMERICA 




SALE LEASE 
m i MIKtfiJU 


6700 SO FT 



p. 20 




Index 


Front Cover 
Page 2 
Page 3 
Page 4 
Page 5 
Page 6 
Page 7 
Page 8 
Page 9 
Page 10-11 
Page 12 
Page 13 
Page 14 
Page 15 
Page 16 
Page 17 
Page 18 
Page 19 
Page 20 
Back Cover 


Kramer Window 
Santa A 

Big Red Bear A 
Santa B 

Big Red Bear B 
Disney A 
Disney B 
Disney C 
Times Square 
"Dust Bunny Jihad” 
Doorway A 
Doorway B 
Last Detail 
M«E* Pru 
Dismantle 
Pabst #17 
Arrow 
Doggies 
Sale Lease 

Big Red Bear C 


Mar 2003 
Dec 2002 
Dec 2002 
Dec 2002 
Dec 2002 
ITov 2002 
ITov 2002 
ITov 2002 
Sep 2002 

R. John Xerxes Piche 

Mar 2003 

Mar 2003 

Dec 2002 

Mar 2003 

Mar 2003 

ITov 2002 

Mar 2003 

Mar 2003 

Dec 2002 

Dec 2002 



Love Bunni Press 
2641 Euclid Heights #3 
Cleveland Heights, OH 44106 


All photographs © din Is My Discoball/JD (2003) 



